NOW ....

Now that I have embraced Thy feet of light,
The refuge of all earth whose mounting cry
Has brought the succour of Thy victor might
To our Darkness-ridden deathful misery,

My drooping bower of life revives again,

My desert-dearth is crowned with hope in spring,

And all my being bathes in a rich rain

Of blooms divine that thrill and make me sing;

The sadness that had seized my heart of joy
And buried all its brightness with deep gloom
Is there no more to sicken and annoy
My spirit which now towers above that tomb.

My sight was sealed by mists of gathered murk,
But then Thy golden glory dawned on me:

And now Thy quenchless suns arc all at work:

Dissolved are the blind nights rcvcalingly.

Now one by one, my lotus-soul awake
Unfolds the petals pure, 0 Grace Divine!
That the beauty of Thy feet may wholly take
Possession of my self and make it Thine.
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